It would please me to go back, I'm thinking, looking off the balcony at the moonlight flaking over the Pacific Ocean. Turns out, they can take that away from you as well, Jenny says, one leg over the rail.
And yes, I agree, as in some of Frost's happier poetry. And folk speech, don't forget, Peter reminds us from behind the potted plant.
Something's ending then, we can tell. We're just not sure what, like when I first saw her and began to understand hunger. And it's funny how we're not other people by now. In purely personal terms. So she hates him because of her hurt, though hate's too strong a word. 
